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Author's Notes: 
A long angsty fic because why not? Also there's being way too few Maiden fics posted around here so | 
thought why not make another contribution. Please, review if you enjoyed it! :) 


It was getting out of hand. Every night, Bruce brought a new man to his bed. Always tan, with long dark curls 
tumbling down his back. It didn't matter that he knew it would be another mistake, that he knew he shouldn't 

do it, because each night he still hoped his hunger would be sated, only to despair when he found it was only 

getting stronger. 


Every night, he left deep red claw marks down another nameless groupie's bare back, let another man he'd 
never get to know claim his yielding body. It was never enough. Every night he imagined the same face before 
his inner vision as he shut his eyes in passion. Kind dark eyes, high defined cheekbones, tattoos adorning the 
arms. Long lean legs, soft groans. Every night he moaned one single name as he reached his peek, but opened 


his eyes and was thoughroughly disappointed with what he got. 


Every night when he was finally alone again, in a bed reeking of sweat and cum, the shame crept in. He knew 


what his band mates thought of if, sure they got their fair share of fun, but he was the worst by far. He'd 
laughed it off by saying he was tough to satisfy, using his shameless nature as a joke. To protect himself. 
Every night he went down to the hotel bar with cum strings still sticking to his chest hair to get wasted and 
possibly pick himself up a new companion, because he told himself he simply did not give a fuck, and because if 


he stayed, he knew he'd end up with his face buried in his arms, weeping until he lost consciousness. 


What's worse was that not only did the ache of the empty void inside grow stronger, but the object of his 
lustful affections was beginning to catch onto him. Bruce had noticed the odd looks he received each time he 
disappeared with another of his nightly conquers, eerily similar to the man in question but never quite as 
beautiful. Out of the corner of his eye Bruce felt the disdain, the disgust, felt himself being judged, and if he'd 
had the slightest trace of hope left, he might have dared imagine there was just a bit of envy involved. 


It had begun to affect the singer professionalism as well. Long nights of delirious romps under the sheets, 
seeking desperately to purge himself of the impossible longing again and again, despite knowing it would never be 
enough. It left the singer exhausted and sore, all energy drained from his body. Bruce's usual chipper, positive 
mood was all but gone, all of his wit and humour washed away, leaving an empty shell in its wake. More often 
than not, he'd fall asleep during day time to compensate for his sleepless nights. Sometimes it was mere sleep 


deprivation, sometimes the simple reason that he couldn't bear facing that man knowing what he'd done. 


It ached, it tore his heart to pieces. He'd never experienced such ravenous thirst for anything or anybody, and 
not only that. It was more. It wasn't just sexual, wasn't simply a mindless attraction. It was becoming an 
obsession, ever increasing its force. It ate him alive, inside and out, devoured every sane thought until there 
was nothing left. Until all he could do was attempt to block it out with more sex. 


Tonight had been no different. Bruce didn't know when he'd fallen asleep, he'd been too drunk to count how 
many rounds they went or to recall whatever hour the alarm clock read. Chances were it might have been 
past four in the morning when he finally decked. With no energy left, the tour bus taking off at seven, he'd 
barely been able to find anything half decent to wear, his hair hanging in unkempt greasy strings over his 
shoulders. He'd had no breakfast, no shower, hadn't even brushed his teeth when he entered the vehicle, clad 
in a pink tee big as a house where it hung loosely from his shoulders, and a pair of stained sweatpants. And as 
soon as he'd entered the lounge area of the bus, elbows against the wooden table after eating half a cold pizza 


slice, he'd dozed off face down He couldn't even manage to keep his eyes open 


"Bruce?" 
The singer yelped, rearing up into a sitting position as something touched him, sleep drunk bewildered eyes 
taking a moment to focus. He'd fallen asleep again, startled out of his restless nap by the gentle hand resting 


on his shoulder. 


"Ye need ta stop." 


Bruce would have recognized that soft voice anywhere, the thick cockney accent unmistakeable, and it made his 
heart race, the blood rushing through his veins as his eyes locked onto the other man's if only for a brief 


moment. 
"Harry." 


Steve appeared as the exact opposite to the singer himself. His eyes were clear, his clothes speckless and 
clean, the man wearing a gray sweatshirt and skintight light blue jeans. His waist length curls were bouncy and 
lively, probably freshly washed in the morning because they carried with them a strong scent of coconut milk. 
His skin was clean, his teeth bright white hidden away behind thin, pink lips. The dim sunlight seeping through 


the window made him appear almost angelic as it lit up his frame. 


"Yer bludi killin’ yerself, Bruce," said the older man, his usual timid, shy approach giving way for a more 


serious, almost stern composure. 


"There are worse ways to go, don't you think? Shagged to death, can't be half bad," the singer shrugged, 
feigning a chuckle and trying not to allow his throat to constrict despite the warm, intent hand still lingering on 
his shoulder, its heat seeping through the cotton fabric and making his skin tingle. 


"Ain't funny.” 


"Wasn't supposed to be, Steve. I'm dead serious," Bruce tried again, flashing a toothy fake grin, the light never 
reaching his eyes and his dimples barely hinting. 


Yet, the smaller man almost flinched when Steve scowled, bushy eyebrows furrowing above the bridge of his 
nose, and his jaw suddenly set hard. The bassist could be terrifying when enraged, his usual calm statute giving 
way to a fury fed monster. He'd yell and if you got him too frustrated, he might land a punch or two. The 
singer didn't wish to bring it out, if anything what he longed for were more of those gentle touches as the 
older man's hand shifted to rest on his back, over the slope of his spine. 


lm tryin ta carry a fuckin’ conversation with ye ‘ere. Yer pale as bludi death, ye barely sleep, ye barely eat, 
we barely fuckin’ see yer face! ‘Ave ye noticed yer gettin’ fuckin’ skinny? Yer losin’ weight, that's not ‘ealthy. 
Yer up every bludi night shaggin' | dunno ‘ow many blokes, art that's all well | s'pose if | could ‘onestly believe it 
made ye ‘appy." 


"Perhaps it does," Bruce muttered, eyes dropping to the table top he'd been sleeping across, rubbing his 
fingertip intently against a faded spot to the dark wood as the guilt and shamed gnawed his gut. 


"| don't believe ye fer a minute," said the bassist defiantly, pursing his lips but there was a brief sliver of 


compassion in his eyes when Bruce glanced up for a quick moment, peering through his own bangs. 


A heavy sigh, and the younger man turned his head the other way. It hurt to simply watch the other man, to 


be so close and yet so far. The sound of his voice, the fall of soft curls like a waterfall over his shoulders 


whenever he moved his head. The long coal black lashes fluttering, the long fingers dancing. Steve was a bloody 
work of art and each time Bruce looked closer, he was further entranced by every tiny new detail he 
discovered. Like the way the corners of Steve's lips had began to droop as he aged, something the singer found 


adorable and charming. 
"What do you believe, then?" 


Bruce's voice was flat, almost monotone with defeat. His shoulders sagged, exposing the tender skin at the 
slope or his neck still peppered with dark purple hickeys from last night's encounter. The moment he realized it, 
the smaller man felt embarrassed of them, pulling his long auburn hair forwards over his shoulders to cower 
the marks up intently, not wanting his companion to see. The evidence of his unintentional addiction was too 


shameful a reminder of the reason behind it. 


"| think yer ‘urtin’, Brucie," said that soft voice suddenly, laced with an unexpected tenderness. "| think yer 
‘urtin’, an’ yer ‘idin' sumthin’. Yer ‘idin’ from me." 


Clenching his jaw, the singer swallowed hard against the lump in his throat. He knew where this was going, and 
it was frightening. The bassist wasn't dumb, on the contrary he might be one of the smartest men Bruce had 
ever had the pleasure of getting to know. There would be no use in lying anymore. They both knew what was 
going on, and dancing around the subject wouldn't help heal the issue. Yet, the younger man couldn't admit it, 
couldn't say it outright. It hurt to much, and he curled his fists tightly, deciding to fight back against his own 


emotions with teeth and nails. 


That's why, when those long, callused fingers he watched fly over bass strings every night moved - digits 
that would serve to influence his dirty fantasies - Bruce gasped. His body flinched involuntarily when they slid 
up the curve of his shoulder, into his long matted strands of hair to sweetly brush them aside and tuck them 
behind a prominent ear. Shutting his eyes, nose feeling warm and eyes burning in that telltale manner 


foreboding tears to come, the singer allowed the older man to regard the marks discolouring his neck. 
"Wos ʻe kind ta ye?" 


Bruce shuddered, he hadn't expected that but managed to nod an affirmative. They were always kind, he was 
an idol as much as a prize to all of them, his pleasure was the goal. Bruce felt the hairs at the back of his 
neck stand up as the rough pads of Steve's fore and index fingers traced the sensitive flesh. Gently, slowly, 
they circled the bruising, followed a visible row of teethmarks. 


"Do ye remember ‘is name?" 


A shaky exhale and a snort as the smaller man shook his head. Of course he didn't. He never even so much as 
asked for their names. In his head, there was only ever one he needed to know, it was the one he knew he'd 
end up crying out at the end of it either way. Rubbing at his nose with the back of his hand, forcing down any 


tears stubbornly until he was sure he could control himself enough, Bruce opened his eyes. 


"Just fucking say it" 
"Say wot?" 


The singer's head snapped out, throwing the other man a nasty glare, body jerking away and out of touch 
despite the inner protest. He didn't want Steve to go, he was fucking up again. Still, he couldn't stop his own 
lash out. 


"You know what," he hissed, copper eyes narrowed into Tiny slits, a flush of frustration creeping into his 


cheeks to tint them crimson. 


"No, | don't fuckin’ know, would ye care ta actually bludi explain ta me?" the bassist snapped right back, baring 
his teeth momentarily in frustration, as a warning not to cross the line while he folded his arms sternly 


across his chest. 


Still agitated, Bruce hung his head, straight bangs concealing his eyes from view as he glared daggers at his 
own hands. Fiddling with his fingers, he fought against the ball of tears rising in his throat. He hated what he'd 
become, he despised what he was doing, he couldn't comprehend why anybody else wouldn't view him the same 
way he viewed himself. He thought of himself almost as as whore these days; he felt filthy and dirty. It was 
all a substitute for the real thing, every man was just a temporary stand in for the one he truly wanted but 
knew he could never have. But he was fighting a losing battle as the wetness pooled at the corners of his 
eyes, a heavy glob finally breaking free and trailing down his cheek. He knew Steve could see it, and he'd never 


been more embarrassed in his life. 
‘lm sorry, fuck, Bruce, just talk t---" 


"Just say it, tell me how fucking disgusting you think | am," the singer interrupted, his voice breaking, looking 
up at the bassist with glassy eyes. "Tell me how cocked up you think it is that I'm shagging all of these fucking 
blokes, tell me how fucking mental it is for me to spread my bloody legs for them. Tell me how I'm no better 
than a fucking two bit hooker down the street with her knickers around her ankles. Just say it so we can get 
it fucking over with, alright?" 


A sniffle, Bruce's bottom lip quivering. Then another. The singer wiped angrily at his eyes with the back of his 
arm, rubbed his cheeks and nose raw. It was no use, he'd already made a fool out of himself. Not only was he 
a slut who deserved no more than what was coming his way, not only was he going to get the boot for 
misbehaving and letting pleasure become a burden and a vice ruining his ability to be a professional performer. 
He was going to lose Steve completely. He was going to lose their friendship, he was going to lose the only 
connection they had, all because of his own stupidity. His own recklessness. 


His body sagging forwards in defeat, Bruce almost gasped in surprise as a pair of strong arms reached for 
him, wrapping around his shoulders, pulling his cheek close to an equally strong chest. Fuzzy gray cotton fabric 
pressed to the side of the singer's face, long chestnut brown curls tickling the tip of his nose as he was 


embraced and comforted. 


"Ye better not put any bludi words in me mouth like that, ye cunt. Its fuckin’ bollocks, the load o' it," 
murmured Steve, in a tone Bruce had never heard directed at him before; it was the affectionate tone the 


older man used when speaking to his wife and children, the ones he loved the most. 


And then the younger man fell apart, both hands coming up to cling to the older's upper arm, nails digging into 
the fabric of his sweater as he whimpered, finally allowing the tears to overflow. Steve said nothing to demean 
or belittle, instead he simply ran his fingers gently through the singer's auburn strands, alternating between 
petting Bruce's hair and soothing his back, chin resting lightly atop the smaller man's head. 


Not a word was spoken, a heavy silence hanging over them until Bruce's tears subsided, the sobs turning into 
quiet sniffle hiccups, echoing through the empty lounge. The bassist's warm body refused to let him go 
however, anchoring him. He was so tired, worn out both physically, mentally and emotionally. Perhaps he might 
as well surrender and offer up the truth, admit the reason for his behaviour. It all felt like it would be more 
of a relief than a torment, an outlet for the demons that plagued him every hour of every day. Besides, Steve 
had already correctly guessed the brunt of it. 


"Bruce.. | ain't bludi doss. ʻE looked like me. An’ I've seen others. They all resembe me." 


"Yeah..." it was meak and barely audible, so quiet that at first Bruce feared the other man wouldn't hear it, 


the singer shaking his head despite giving an affirmative answer. 

"Why..2" 

"You know why." 

"I spose," sighed the bassist after a moment, fingers still lazily combing through tangled lengths of hair. 

"ls fucked up, Harry." 

"No. Not one bit. It all makes sense, it its own way." 

The singer scowled, the weight on his shoulders lifted but the ache in his heart more intense now than ever, a 
sodden weight sinking into his stomach. It made him feel almost sick, he'd dared to hope, just for a tiny second. 
What the hell had he been thinking? It was a lost cause. Steve was married, had three little girls waiting for 
him back home, had a loving supportive woman by his side. It wasn't fair to expect anything of such a 
dedicated family man, and yet Bruce longed so desperately, turning his head to bury his face in Steve's shirt 
and inhale his sharp scent of cologne and coconut shampoo. 


‘Im bloody sorry, Harry." 


"Fer wot?" 


"Everything." 


It was the bassists turn to shake his head now, curls bouncing around his frame with the sudden movement. 
His fingertips returned to briefly graze the younger man's neck once more, as if thoughtful. It seemed to come 
strangely naturally, as if the older man had always intended to be this affectionate with his friend. The 
physical closure was such a rare treasure, so seldom offered by the man to anybody, that it made Bruce feel 


strangely special, even if it was only sprung out of friendly concern and consolation. It made him feel a little 


better. 


"No need fer it. lim not ‘ere ta condemn ye or wotever, y'know? I'm not gon’ bludi judge ye. Its flaterin,, | 
spose, ar.. sumtimes I'd reckon yer not the only one longir: fer.. that. Y'know? Blokes ain't me go ta, but.. but 


when | see ye, the way ye treat them.. knowin they're, well, substitutin’ me, | s'pose.." 


Bruce's eyes snapped open as Steve trailed off, orbs suddenly wide and alert. He wasn't sure whether he'd got 
it right, despite the fact that there wasn't much more than one way to interpret what the older man had just 
said, no room for misinterpretation His heart hammered almost painfully hard against his ribcage, as if 
threatening to break loose. Slowly turning his head, the singer pulled back just a bit so he could look his friend 
in the eye. It was odd, seeing stoic Steve so unusually emotional and vulnerable. His eyes were downcast, his 
cheeks pink He appeared so insecure, almost afraid of what his confession would mean for the both of them 
and their situation 


"You mean..?" 


"Yeah, sumtimes.. | get lonely, | spose. Wouldn't bother meself with the bludi groupies slaggin’ ‘round, don't 
particularly fancy it, but.. but there's ye. Pickin’ up blokes like meself, but.. never me. Y'know? Perhaps, just 
once would..2" murmured the bassist, catching his bottom lip shyly between his teeth as he peered up. 


Bruce nodded, swallowing hard, his small trembling hand coming up to cup the older man's stubbled cheek, the 


tan skin warm and the intimate touch seeming to equally terrify and mesmerize the bassist. 
"Just once. Unless, you know, you say anything else.." 
Steve nodded briefly, finally looking up and allowing their gazes to lock "Unless | say so.. Bruce, | think | might..." 


Bruce felt like a withered flower, finally touched by the healing hand of rain and life poured back into his veins, 
his red rimmed eyes more vivid now that they had been for months, an inner glow radiating from them. He 
shifted, only briefly. They were so close, mere inches apart and the singer could feel the damp gush of the 
other man's breath ghost across his lips and chin, engulfed in his body heat. It was an intoxicating tease, 
making the younger man hesitant but the way in which his companion didn't so much as flinch, despite his 
wavering gaze and the intensifying blush, spoke a million words. Bruce did his best not to feel filthy, not to feel 
crude and toxic when paired with the bassist's innocence. Steve never cheated, not even when drunk did he fall 


to temptation, and yet here he was. Asking for the unspoken thing between them to lead the way. Unwavering. 


Bruce lowered his eyes, palm still pressed to the other man's flesh, the curve of his jaw sharp yet soft at the 
same time. Almost out of its own accord, the singer's thumb moved to explore, drifting to graze the older 
man's thin bottom lip. It might not be big, but it was soft and plush against the rough pad, and the younger 
man felt that lump building up at the base of his throat again. 


"Wot's wrong..?" asked Steve, almost breathlessly, his eyes suddenly hooded, the concern clear in his voice 
| want to.." Bruce began but trailed off immediately, his thumb disappearing. 


"Want ta do wot?" Steve pressed on, inquisitive yet his shyness shone through, he too insecure of where to 


turn. 
"Well. I'd fancy kissing you, | suppose.” 


The singer squeezed his eyes shut, trying hard not to tremble when the long fingers that had been running 
through his hair continously, slid along the vein of his neck up the side, palm closing over and covering up the 
ugly, crude marks that belonged to someone Bruce hoped he'd never lay eyes on again. He didn't wish to see 
any of the men who had shared his bed, they'd all been disappointments. None of them could compare to the 
real thing, to the man right in front of him. The only one he wanted. 


"Then why don't ye..2" 


The smaller man's eyes flew open, only to be met by the vision of the older man waiting almost impatiently. 
His eyes were closed, long black lashes fanning over those high cheekbones. His thin lips were briefly parted, a 
delicious rosy tinge to them, framed by a dark five o'clock shadow. Long soft bouncy curls fell over the man's 
shoulders in thick dark waves, cascading all the way down his back, wild fringe standing on end as always. He 
was so beautiful, even his jagged gray sweatshirt seemed radiant. Everything clad him, and so did the now deep 
beet red hue covering his cheeks and the bridge of his nose. 


Inch by inch, the singer leaned in. He knew the Steve took notice of his movements, but said nothing. And then, 
he remembered not to be afraid. He'd always been the bold, daring type, and now he'd even been encouraged. 
He'd be damned if he let what was possibly his only chance get away. Abandoning all thought, he closed the gap 


between them. 


Steve's lips were like wine, addictive and even though Bruce knew it was impossible, they felt sweeter than any 
other lips he might have kissed. It was a chaste, surprisingly innocent kiss, the singer tilting his head to the 
side as their lips molded and moved lightly against each other, and his heart raced when he noticed the bassist 
was reciprocating, heard a soft mewl reach his ears. The weak smacking noises echoed in his head when they 
pulled back only to come together again for another faint peck. Bruce's heart soared, his hand still clinging to 
the older man's jaw sliding its fingers into silky soft wavy curls, and to his delight the other man didn't 
protest. 


When they finally broke apart, Bruce too self conscious of his unbrushed teeth and possibly awful breath to 


carry on, they were both flushed and flustered. Gently, the singer tucked the other man's wild mane behind 
one delicate ear, only to notice that even Steve's earlobes seemed to have taken on a dark flush. It made him 
smile, a sliver of wonky teeth hinting and his dimples finally showing. In turn, the bassist smiled right back, the 
beginning of droopy corners of his lips making him look like as puppy dog as his eyes crinkled. 


Then suddenly, the taller man's eyes seemed to grow darker, a sorrow welling up from within, and it confused 


Bruce as much as it scared him. 


"Harry, what's the matter?" he said almost urgently, his free hand coming up so that he could cradle the older 


man's face in his palms. 


Steve's own hands flew up, taking a firm hold of Bruce's wrists, and the singer was unsure whether he meant 
to pull the hands away or to keep them put, though the intention became clear when they remained, long 


fingers almost leaving bruises. 
| can't.. | can't bludi bear ta watch ye fuckin’ kill yerself over me, Bruce." 


It felt like a pang of guilt, like someone had stabbed the singer right in the heart. He must have visibly winced, 
because Steve was quick to shake his head, letting go to comb the fingers of both hands through long greasy 
auburn strands, not once worrying about their oily texture. Not once judging Bruce for the bags under his 
eyes or the three day stubble or his cracked, chapped lips. Not once grimacing at the stench of booze and 
post sexual gratification that still clung to the man like a second skin. 


"l. can't control it, Harry...” 


Bruce hung his head, his eyes prickling with self loathing. He was disgusted by himself, appalled by his own 
behaviour. He didn't respond when Steve's arms once again pulled him close, although he did whimper quietly 


when what felt like a tender kiss was pressed to the top of his head. 


‘Im tired. l'm so fucking tired.." Bruce confessed, burying his face in the fabric of the other man's shirt, 
breathing in deeply to soothe himself and relax his troubled mind, arms larking around the bassist's waist, 
pleading with him not to go. 


"I know. But I'm ‘ere now. I'm ‘ere fer ye, I'm ‘ere with ye. Ye don't need those bludi cunts anymore, l'm ‘ere." 


Steve didn't need to put it anymore bluntly, the meaning behind it clear. The older man had watched Bruce take 
countless strangers to bed, each more reminiscent of himself than the other. But instead of being irked or 
uncomfortable about that knowledge, he'd been jealous. He'd been dying to take their place, and he'd realized it a 
bit more for each time he had to watch the younger man leave tangled up in another horny brunette. For 
each time he watched another drunk, giggling curly haired groupie trail behind the singer on their way to his 
suite, Steve felt his heart ache. Felt the longing to be the man in Bruce's bed, to give and receive. But also to 
be there when morning broke, to wake up together, share sweet good morning kisses. To be the one who 


wouldn't leave. 


He knew he shouldn't, his conscience plaguing him. He was married, he was taken, he had kids back home. But 

the temptation was too strong, the emotions stirred awake within his sometimes sordid heart compelling him. 
Taking a gentle hold of Bruce's chin with his thumb and forefinger, Steve urged him to pick his head up, their 
eyes meeting. He was shy, but he needed to be strong for Bruce. He needed to be the pillar now, and he'd be 
damned if he wouldn't try. 


"lL. Ill ‘elp ye. Ill share yer bed, lll.. Ill luv ye. Yer a fine fuckin’ friend, yer thoughtful an’ ye ‘ave the biggest 


bludi ‘eart. Yer also the biggest kid | ever met. | can't pass ye up without givin’ ye a proper chance." 
Bruce grinned bittersweetly at that, his heart fluttering. 


"Just promise me ye won't do this ta yerself again. Please?" the bassist sounded almost pleading as he leaned 
in to press another life giving kiss to the tip of the smaller man's nose, then his forehead. 


"Don't leave me. I'll do anything you ask, just don't leave me, Steve.." the smaller man whispered, surrendering. 
"Never," Steve said, voice clear and steadfast and brutally honest. 


Then he shifted, pulling back and Bruce felt the panic well up inside until he spotted the older man's hand 
reaching for him, held out for him to take. Accepting the gesture, the singer stumbled over his own feet as 
he was led out of the dimly lit lounge area and into the bunk area. Nicko and Adrian were out bar hopping, 
Dave lying on his bed with his new Walkman and the latest Metal Hammer issue in his hands, curtain half 
closed. The blonde barely even looked up as they entered the room, and Bruce ignored his quirked eyebrow 
when Steve led him to his bed. Settling on the edge of it, the bassist soon crawled onto the bed, his back 


pressed against the wall to leave as much room for the singer as possible. 


It was such a simple gesture but it meant everything; the concern, the care, and Bruce felt his eyes water 
once more as he joined the older man, snuggling up close to him. He wouldn't have to be alone. He needed the 
rest, but also desperately longer for company. Steve knew it, and was offering to stay by his side for as long 
as he needed to regain a bit of his strength, to watch over him. Hiding his face at the hollow of the bassist's 
neck, Bruce moaned softly in contentment. The familiar hand from before returned to stroke his hair, fingers 
combing through the mane over and over. It lulled him to sleep, along with the toneless melody Steve was 
humming. He decided not to think so much, shutting his eyes as the older man hooked one leg over his, 


suddenly protective and almost possessive. 


Not long afterwards, Bruce was sleeping, the agent of coconut still sharp in his nose. 


